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Summary:
Andrew and Ashley Graves have been on the run for months while leaving a very specific trail of partially eaten bodies in their wake.
One morning after finding a place to take a break from their murderous and nomadic lifestyle; they have guests.

Notes:
I struggled with this. Please don’t take it too seriously XD

Work Text:
Floorboards creaked under Andrew’s weight as he shifted his posture in front of the stove. He could hear Ashley shuffling about upstairs, once again choosing to be lazy probably to spite him. A heavy breath of mild irritation came out as he focused on his task. One hand held firm to a wide pan and the other was carefully pushing meat over the hot surface with the flat end of a cleaver. A smile came over his face as he suddenly felt that he understood the fabled spiritual connection that a romanticized samurai would have with their sword. It was his favorite killing tool as well as his favorite cooking tool. He couldn’t remember the last time he used any other knife.

Plating the meat on a crude, chipped dish was also done with the cleaver; delicately guiding the slab onto the broad side of the knife and centering it on the plate. Out of the corner of his eye he caught what might have been movement outside. He shrugged and started walking to the adjacent room.

“I’m not cooking breakfast twice!” Andrew loudly called out.

“Then fucking wait for me instead of cramming it all down!”

He paused and felt the grip on the cleaver tighten. Between the nerves, the irritation, and that he could have sworn that he saw something move outside; he was a tad on edge.

Andrew sat down at a crude table and poked the slab of cooked meat in front of him. The rickety old house was vacant then they arrived over the day and the neighbors really didn’t have any interest in meeting strangers. He could relate to that. Andrew used a heavy meat cleaver to tenderly cut a piece off with the weight of the blade. The broad, flat surface of the utensil delivered the piece from the plate to his mouth. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw his sister enter the room with that impish smirk on her face. She looked ready to push his buttons. She lazily leaned against the wall and watched the doorway as if uninterested in him.

“Wow. Normally I’d be jealous if I caught you eating someone else’s ass; Aaaaaaaannnndyyyy~”

Andrew gripped the cleaver and felt his blood boil with rage. Time seemed to dilate as his eyes focused on his sister. A menacing grin stretched over his face as he gave himself to the only thing that made sense. He stepped and anchored himself on his left foot and threw the cleaver. Even in the poorly lit room and with twenty feet of empty space to cover, he knew that the weapon would sink into meat. Andrew could almost smell and taste that dull, copper tang that was unique to the flesh of a human. The edge of the blade seemed to dance as it gracefully flew towards his prey.

Ashley tilted her head and out of the corner of her eye, she saw the cleaver flying towards her. She saw the murderous glint in her brother’s eyes and sighed. Today was indeed going to be one of those days. There would be blood on the floor before the day was done and she didn’t want it to be hers.

Her hand almost delicately plucked the cleaver out of the air and she turned on her heels. She giggled sweetly as she swung the broad knife, liberating a hand from a cultist who had suddenly and rudely entered her personal space. Her gleeful smile faded as she watched the hand drop to the floor. Before it was obscured by blood spraying from the stump, she noticed that the fingers were bent to perform a gesture that sought to manifest power from Gro-Goroth. The verbal component was cut off by a snarling scream; so she didn’t have any way to deduce what spell her brother had saved her from.

“Love you, Andy!” Ashley squealed with delight as she dug the cleaver into the throat of the cultist.

Andrew scooted backwards as another intruder darted forward with a short blade. Her knew that Ashley would be ok but hearing her words and then the gurgling of a dying man was a welcome confirmation. There wasn’t a good way of knowing how many twisted husks of Sulfur’s hatred they would have to cut down; but he did know that they didn’t have enough. His own dance partner was leering menacingly at him underneath a thick layer of blue face paint. Andrew focused on the knife as well as the man’s empty hand. A warm, moist pressure gently touched down on his neck, like a kiss. He tilted his head and saw the cleaver flying in his direction. He also saw that another intruder was coming into the room.

His hand caught the handle and the need to play defensively dropped like a spent cigarette. Andrew brought the blade up at an angle into the elbow of the arm that had been threatening him. The cleaver sank in with a meaty thump but lacked the force to sever the limb. His opponent staggered back, now crippled while also having to content with swinging dead weight. Plus the palpable pain from the cleaver’s kiss. A short knife clattered to the floor as Andrew brought his heel down into the cultist’s knee with a sickening crunch.

Ashley’s eyes were wide with feral hunger. A new friend had stepped over the body of her most recent victim with both hands raised. She recognized the subtle motions and syllables to perform a basic pyromancy trick. It was both kind of strange and kind of funny that of the few people with knowledge of the Old Gods, most of them were crass enough to treat them as batteries to draw power from. She wasn’t sure if it was an act of bravery or an act of insanity to freely exercise old magic without considering the cost.

It was something she did regularly though.

Flames protruded from the outstretched hand of the cultist and Ashley twisted her tongue to form the syllables of her answer. Searing rays of burning air bent to shoot past her. The agonized cries of someone out of her field of vision as well as the look of shock on her partner’s face told her that the fire had found someone else to caress. A playful nibble on her ear sent a pleasurable jolt down her spine. Ashley reached behind her with her left hand and caught the cleaver.

“It wouldn’t kill you to say it back, you jerk!”

“I love you too, Ashley!”

Ashley drove the blade into the throat of the caster, taking advantage of his hesitation. His eyes were somehow wider as the metal sunk into his body.

“Don’t look at me that way” Ashley said coldly. “It’s what you get for ignoring me.”

She pulled the cleaver out of his throat and kicked the body over.

“Three Sulfur freaks” Andrew muttered as he sat back down, casually catching the thrown cleaver. “More than we guessed. Means we’re in the right place.”

Ashley sat down across from him and planted her elbows on the surface and rested her face in her palms. Her eyes gleamed with possessive fascination and she relaxed a bit now that the intruders were dying on the floor.

“They were loud coming in” she mused while watching Andrew cut off another piece of cooked meat without wiping the blood off the blade. “They must be fresh from the Sulfur Pit: no hard lessons about hunting smart.”

“I don’t like killing new ones” Andrew casually replied while lightly flicking the piece from the cleaver to her open mouth. “Hardly worth the effort. The seasoned ones who give us a workout make us better at this.”

“Yeah, maybe” Ashley spoke while chewing her meat, pausing to swallow before continuing. “But the lazy days are ok every now and then.”

Andrew was about to answer when they both turned their heads to the doorframe. A new figure had entered the room. A man with impeccable posture was standing idly and watching them. His remarkably well tailored slacks and sweater vest stood out but didn’t draw attention away from the mask. He sauntered into the room and took a seat at the table and looked between the two of them fondly, like he always knew them. One hand lightly planted itself on the table while the other remained in his pocket.

“Good morning and salutations to my two favorite orphans!” Pocketcat said cheerfully.

“Morning, Daan~” Ashley beamed before catching another small chunk of meat.

“Father” Andrew said in a respectful tone as he set the cleaver down. “Why are we still luring and killing Sulfur cultists?”

“Until the Master gives me something to do” Pocketcat casually replied while ruffling Andrew’s hair. “We’re an unemployed family slumming in the boondocks of Breton. We might as well have some fun.”

“Well, this is fun,” Ashley mused while leaning back into her chair. “Which makes me wonder why you only show up when there’s no killing left to do. It’s like you’re not supposed to be harassing Sulfur and you’re using loopholes to sic us on them.”

“Oh, you are such a delight!” Pocketcat beamed as Andrew flicked another piece of former human into her mouth. “This is why you’re my favorite kids. You remind me of myself; twisted beyond rational belief, wearing a mask around the normals who can’t accept who they really are, and always letting your curiosity take you to dangerous truths. Of all the humans in the world, you two are among the most human.”

“Well now I have to know,” Ashley pouted. “C’mon daddy Daan~. Tell your kids a story.”

“You monsters!” Pocketcat let out a hearty laugh. “But I’m afraid the truth isn’t a very long or interesting thing this time. It's rather short and to the point. You see…a long time ago, Sulfur took away the woman who could have been your mother and also took away her father who could have been your granddad. After that I found out the hard way that they never got properly laid to rest and it was on my shoulders to do it.”

Pocketcat sighed wearily and looked down at the table for a moment before continuing, his voice now lacking the chipper demeanor.

“And…I was too late. Before I sent them off to blissful nothing, they had slain the woman who could have been your stepmother…”

Andrew nodded in solemn silence. Ashley slowly reached and rubbed Pocketcat’s shoulder. The man behind the mask perked up and went back to talking as if nothing was wrong.

“And so my little monsters are culling the numbers of the Sulfur Cult for me, because I’m not allowed to directly interfere with the machinations of the Gods, Old or New. Humans may certainly interfere with each other and I am very much allowed to give as many of you as many little temptations as I want. As long as I do not guide you directly and permit the truth to bubble to the surface organically; I am breaking no rules.”

“And since the Sulfur Cult was already after us” Andrew said plainly before tossing his hungry, hungry sister another piece of meat. “Rher won’t see your scheme as crossing a line…you’re just playing with humans and being helpful because we’re trading services.”

“You could have gone so far if you kept up with pursuing higher education, my boy.” Pocketcat mused while tracing a finger along the surface of the table. “Of course you’re going much higher under my guidance. Plus you just don’t function without your other half.”

Ashley grinned at her brother before sticking her tongue out at him. Andrew just nodded in acceptance. A low, pained groan was heard from across the room. The three at the table all turned in unison at the man on the ground. His body was scorched by the redirected flames but not quite dead.

“Excuse me, sir” Pocketcat said politely yet firmly to the man. “I am trying to have a conversation with my children, whom I don’t get to spend a lot of time with. Please don’t interrupt.”

“Yeah, asshole!” Ashley shot a scornful sneer at the cultist as Andrew just glanced in passive aggressive disapproval. “We couldn’t get together for Alll-Merween! It sucked! Shut your whore mouth and let us be a fucking family!”

The groaning persisted and Pocketcat sighed as he stood up.

“Please excuse me children” the monster of manners said with his dapper tone. “We’ll continue when it’s a little less noisy.”

Ashley’s eyes zeroed in on the table and Andrew slightly lowered his head. The air was tense and heavy. Both were content to leave their adoptive father to his task, neither of them willing to interfere. Neither of them were even willing to look. The groaning suddenly became obfuscated by the sound of heavy leather striking flesh with enough force to cut skin. The Graves siblings had very different ideas about what it might look like when an abusive drunken stepfather gets out the belt; but equally accepted that neither of them had an idea that was close to what Pocketcat was doing to the man who had interrupted them. The heavy slapping continued even after the hoarse pleas were silenced. They kept quiet with their focus solely on the table. Pocketcat came back and took his seat.

“Well” he said in a chipper voice. “Assuming that none of our uninvited guests have nothing else to say?”

The siblings had resumed their casual posture as if nothing had transpired. Ashley pouted until her brother tossed her another piece of meat.

“It’s not just Sulfur” Andrew uttered plainly as he carved a small piece for himself. “There were some Wolfmasks near the edge of town and another one at the market. Sold me the meat we’re having. A lot of the old world is here. It feels like something big is coming.”

“And the Mad Yellow King has apparently been seen again” Ashley continued as Andrew started chewing. “And also another one is stalking that one.”

“Well, he always hated playing second fiddle” Pocketcat mused. “I can’t imagine that he’d be a sport about something like that. I know I wouldn’t like it if someone wore the mask while I had it on and had the nerve to think he could wear it better than me. I always get a little jealous in the moment just before I hand the mask over to the new me. If I ever ran into a copycat…oh I’d most certainly be inclined to give him what for with my rubbing hand.”

Andrew smiled and continued to feed his sister from across the table. He paused upon realizing that the one who had disrupted breakfast wasn’t in the room anymore. Zero fucks were given and he presumed that Ashley somehow cared less.

“Well…this was lovely” Pocketcat somehow broke the rules of the universe and clapped with one hand as he stood up. “I do hope we can do this again very soon.”

“Awwww…” Ashley whined while standing up. “Leaving already?”

Pocketcat pulled the woman into a soft hug.

“I’m afraid so. The one who commands the gents who you had put down is on his way to find out why he doesn’t have your heads. I can’t be here to help. You understand.”

Ashley nodded solemnly as Andrew stood up, pushing his chair in.

“But I’ll be cheering you two on like I always do!” Pocketcat let out a content sigh when Ashley pulled away and Andrew came in for the handshake. “And you’re gonna see more of me in the next few months. Strange things are happening again and also a lot of normal things too. It’s only a matter of time before the thing I’ve asked you to do for me becomes possible.”

“We’ll make you proud, dad” Andrew’s smile gave weight to his decisive tone. “When Rher speaks; we’ll be ready.”

“Oh, no need to be like that.” Pocketcat lightly ruffled the young man’s hair. “You two always make me proud. I knew you two were special the moment you scorned Sylvian and split apart. I’ve seen probably thousands and thousands of Marriages but never once have I seen a healthy Divorce…or a Divorce in general for that matter. Spitting on an Old God’s will takes moxie. Being able to tell others about it without being a dirty little liar is something very, very amazing.”

“Fuck, that was weird” Ashley contributed in a nonchalant manner as if repeating the date after having been asked a third time. “I always wanna be part of the bestest brother ever but that’s where I think the line’s gotta be drawn. Glad we tried it but I’m also really happy about getting a do over.”

“Yeah” Andrew agreed with a touch of discomfort in his posture. “There’s such a thing as getting too close and that would be it.”

“Do mind yourselves in the next act, please” Pocketcat mused while momentarily staring off into empty air. “Whatever is coming…I think it’s personal. People like us might be good at conversations but we’re terrible at making friends. The exception of course being fellow Blanks and Endless folks.”

“Soul types don’t mean piss” Ashley fumed as she tended to whenever anyone implied that the nature of one’s soul had influence over her life. “I know what I’m about.”

“Now you’re acting out because you don’t want dad to leave.” Andrew sighed as he sat back down. “Which never works.”

“Yeah…but it’s always worth a shot” Ashley sat down as well, having accepted that Poketcat had left as abruptly as he had appeared. “Anyway…apparently we’re looking out for someone with a grudge? That doesn’t really narrow it down. Everyone hates us.”

Andrew paused and glanced at the window, once again convinced that he saw movement.

“Whoever it is…they’re not in a hurry to join their friends” Andrew kept his eyes on the window while chewing the now cold meat. “Which means that they aren’t completely insane from what it took to crawl out of the Sulfur Pit. We need to be careful.”

“By that you mean we need to really cut loose” Ashley was salivating at the idea of going all out. “Can I use my own knife or do we have to share?”

Andrew thought for a moment and considered all the layers of what she was proposing. After some time he answered with a coy smirk.

“Our shy friend witnessed us sharing a cleaver. They might not know how we fight when we’re more independent. I think it’s a splendid idea for you to be holding Pulse.”

“Not sure why you’re trying to talk all flowery since father isn’t here for you to impress” Ashley stuck her tongue out at Andrew and laughed when her forehead was slapped by a small piece of meat. “I’m bored. Let’s go outside and see if they want to play.”